28                            TO HIS MOTHER.
were R-ugbeians of Temple'sl time. Of the old set
there were only Stanley, Tom Hughes, Tom, and
myself. Mu and I were in your old room, and I
had papa's dressing-room. Sunday morning was
fine and frosty, and out of the dressing-room win-
dow the hollies and copper beech in the garden, and
the line of Scotch firs beyond the kitchen garden,
looked quite as they must have looked on so many
mornings to him. At breakfast the same party as
the night before; chapel at half-past ten, and after
chapel Stanley, Lady Augusta, and I went over the
chapel together. At one was early dinner, then we
went and saw the Charles Arnolds. At four was
chapel, and Temple's sermon was admirable, even
beyond what I had expected. He reminds both
Stanley and me of papa in his extraordinary force
and earnestness, with the utter absence of verbiage.
Every word tells. Perhaps he throws more emotion,
and even passion, into his preaching than papa did,
but, on the other hand, he does not give quite the
same impression of depth and solidity. What he
said about papa was as good as it could possibly be;
but you will see it in the Pall Mall, for Tom Hughes
was taking notes for that newspaper, and I am sure
he will have given the passage about papa. Then
we went back to tea, and at twenty minutes after
six Flu, I, Tom, and the Stanleys started for the new
church to hear Temple there. He was to preach
for the completion of the tower. The doors were
thronged like the access to a theatre, and it was a
1 Dr. Temple resigned the Head Mastership of Rugby on
being made Bishop of Exeter, Christmas 1869.